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On the much lamented death of the Right VYor- 
ſhipfull DottourP 1nKe YV/arden of New 
( olledge in Oxon, | 


22> Ome, croppe a Teare from ſome relenting eye, 
>»? ThatI may weepe,cr ſigh an Elegy, 

12 Tearcs of fo high-Concernment, Accentsraiſe, 

zx2 Ot Longer: Durance, then the Pocts Bayes, 

He thatcaw pen aſt2h, and write a teare, 

Deſerves to be a PEr- Lzureat here, 

Whoſo with-Inke, not Teares,indites ane Verſe, \ 

Is but a PoeE:alter at this Herſe. | - 

Come they, ye Muſes, in a Black-Diſguiſe, | 
And bring whole Helicon within ycur eyes, 

Empty your Treaſures, and unload your (tore; 
Yoor beſt: knowne Freind-will never know you more); , 

Attend, yee Graces, doe your Homage too, 

Adde Grace to him, that was a Grace to You. 

But 6! Hee's gone! Nature,and Wir, and Art, * 
No other Manſion had but in bis Heart. 1 
All Chriſtian- Virtues too, which he knew beſt. 

Had ſeverall- Thrones appointed in his Breaſt, 

Bur that All» Hee, and ail theſe too are loſt, 

Read this in him alone, that All ingroſt. 

Would you then know how kiad and good he was? \ 

Goe,read this in the weeping Or phan's- Faces 

Or how devout to workes of Charity ? 

Goe, be reſolved by the Poore Mans eye, | 

Nor was he in Divinity tte leaſt | 

Of our grave-Pauls: He may be well the beſt; (know, | 

Whoſe words, whe: you ſome Scripture doubts would 

Might well have pak'd for Text and Comment too» 
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TY ſt fach was Hee. In his inſpiced-eye, 
- You might have read exact Divinity. 
" Naor was his End unlike unto his Lite, 
His Life and Death were at a facred-ſtrife, 
Which ſhould excell in Goodnefſe: His lalt voice 
Might well Enthrone him in Eternall- Joyes. 
Far how can hee, but ever Bleſſed bee, 
That made's Laſt» Words a Beneaircite? 


Sic lachrymavit, 


3. H. 
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On the Death of the Reverend RoB:rTPinkg 
Dottor of Divinity, VVarden of News( ol- 
| ledge in Oxford. 


Let mee ſigh and burſt! my heart's too great 
ANY To be contain'd within a Cabinet 

2/2 Brimfull with forrowes pregnant in my breaſt, 
S5<X2 Some Pegaſus co (tricke a {pring at leaſt, 

Like thac of Helicon may tiow in Verlc 

And weepeng Elegics about bis Herſe, 

Are wedeſiga'd for ruine i 6ur fate 

Drawne out inevitably deſperate, 

DeſlraRion threatned long before. his fall, 

Now rides in Triumph at this Funerall, 
Enjoyes the Tyrants wiſh, glories that ſhee 

In one hath murther'd a Society. 

For are wee living yet, ſhall it be ſayd 

The Body walkes about without an Head? 

Art beſt wee are but Bruits tor 1t is cleare 

Our Reaſon and our Iudgement's buried here, 
And that advantage from our ſoules ſhall bee 
That wee have ſence to tell our micrie, 


-Qur Anchors, whoſe command we ſh- uld obey, 
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Hell- paines are moſt in Icfſes and wee know 
Our owne as great as c#n be here below, 


* Tolooſe a Le:rned and an Eminent man 


Pars us beſide or ſtndies when wee can 
Plezd torrour caſe that all our indultric, 
Our choughes, our Learnig, with cur {elves they die; 
To loofe a Preſident ct fuch entire 
And honeſt Principles, makes userquire 
W hether all goodnefſe is not baniſh'c hence 
And wee alone exempt from Providence, 
To looſe a DoRor of our Church whoſe life 
Was a continued Sermon withbour Strife, | 
Or Faction, true to God, and Churth and King, 
Would make Ls feare a downefall : when wee bring 
Examples of whole States ran to decay 
W hen ſuch Palladiums were ſnatch't awave 
Yetto draw nearer when wee looke uppon 
Our Academies late JiſtraRion, 
What? aime to ſhutter and disjoint the whole 
Ang then conſider how this publicke Soule 


'Thatdid Unite and aQuare, and led 
Our Univerſity, is vaniſhed, 


How willthe Body fall a Sacrifice 
To Malice, Sacriledge, and Avarice. 

Laſtly to underſtand eur owne diſtreſſe, 
Under what Prejudice and Tempeſts theſe 
Unhappy t:mes wee lic, our Pilot dead 
W ho with a skilfull eye diſcovered 
The Storme at diſtance knew to ſteere his courſe 
With ſuch an even hand would breake the force 
Ofctreatning Waves ſo that we palt theſe yeares 
Of troubles molt ſecure, but now our feares 
And terrours compaſſe Us, as thunderltrooke 
Wee ſtand 2m3Zz'd, on oneanorther looke 
And know notwharto traſt roo, where to lay 
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Aive mee a draught of Shipracks for *tis ſar® __ 
' _F<eall maſt fioke inth'itorme or beg on th'ſhore; 


a—— 


/ —s 
inn——— 


On the much lamented death of Rozegr Pinxsg 
Dottour of Divinity, & YYarden 


New Colled {42 


727 Pre allRheume,and made of Teares, 
EX ; I could not droppe one on this Hearſe. 
erg He was a Dunce's enemy, 
And never could endure mees 
Werel a Wir I'de weepe in Verſe, 
And drench the Dropſi'd ſun in Teares; 
Pde make cach Muſes eye to run, | 
Like a new ſprung Helicon. 
You Schollers might metbinks deviſe, 
Meanes to diltill old Tragcedies, 
In greifes Alymbeck till there flowes, 
From thence a Quintiſſence of woes, 
Then take theSpirits ofthem ill, 
And ſprinkle o're this Func a'l, 
Nothing but the ſoule of W oe, 
CanaRuare a greite for You, 
What Vollies of your ſighs would well; 
Fill ch' obits of your Colone'l, 
Oae that like a Rocke hath ſtood, 
Curb'd the tormes,and check: the floud, 
Who for your ſakes regarded not, 
Th'inſulting Souldier,or his ſhor; 
Wo kept Apollo*'s Florers tree, 
From th*clutch of rude Holtility; 
Walkt round the Battlements of wit, 


When Barbariſme ſtorm: d it» 
A3 


For 


(6) 
For when he was in th*Catchouſe led, 
All Learning was impriſoned. 

By what he {uffer'd there. we know, 
What rorments dwell in hcll belew. 

He dravke his:Teares and ſorrowes Lees; 
And *ate the Bread of carefullneſſe; 

Yet his Fancy wasas cleare, 

As if he fed on Sunbeames there. 

Being got from thence; for by the ſtory, 
It was not Hell, but Purgatory; 

He kickt Rebellion our of Towne, 
Pull'd Ignorance and Arheitme downe; 
H: purg'd the Schooles of Solecitme, 
Refin'd pedanticke bzrvariſme. 

His filken Phraſe made Logicke run, 

As ſmooth as calmed Helicon. 

But oh! hee's gone, the wellcome bee, 
Dullnefle and (tupidity. 

Burne your Bookes, or onely con, 

The Talmud or the Alkaron; 

Studdy you may ycur hearts out; but 
This Anabaptilt, Death, hath cur, 

All humane Learning downe at once, 
As if he had beene brib'd for thinonce, 
By th'Agitatours, to doe what, 
Tarberry and they cquld not. 

A greater blow there never came, 

From Poland or from eAmſterdam, 

Let Boyecs play on hisname and cry, 

'Tis pitty ſuch a flower ſhould dycs 
Icannot thinke him dead that is, 
Tranfplanted into Paradiſe. 

Nor are we of his ſ{weer bereaven, 

Since what we looſe is gain'd by heaven. 

For though I love a Polie well, 

: - *I doe not envy Gods the (mell, 
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0n the Deathof Romz&T Pinxe Dr. of Divi, 
nity, and late //arden of New-Colledze. 


£467 0c herethe pride of Wicham's Garden dyes 


Cropt to be made a flower in Paradiſe, 
2 As wee doebruiſe a root toputi'th Eirth 
Thar ir may ſprout and gatne a ſecond birth, 
Thas is Hee l2yd in ground never todye 
But to (pring up to all Eternity: 
Surcasl live Ree's dead! w'have loſt the man, 
Ny more w'have loſt our all-who jultly can 
Let downe the Flood-gates of his bigge {wulne cyes 
When hee ſhall heare of ſuch fad obſequies? 
But is Hee dead, lle not beleeve it! froward fate 
I Could never be ſo curit ts Anti-date 
| Thelatter-day ; Philoſophy controle 
| and lezvethe drooping world withcut a ſcule. 
| Butoh! 
| Hee'sdead! dead on my life! Rude Death 
How durſt thou be {o' bold to filch his breath 
That gave fo many lite? how knowſt but Hee 
M1y halten time to throw a dart at thee? 
How many things in blacke might we home fate 
Have freciy ſciz*d and nce'r bin murmur'd at, 
Such who devoutly chew the coud upon 
Some new found fargie in Religion 
Far ſeven yeares together, then cot free fall 
Tortel's at laſ{wee (hill have none ar a'l. 
How well might theſe be ſpar'd ; &a letthem dye, 
: Wee'l chank ill favoin*sd Death for's courteſie. 
! But oh! when ver ne dyes! who can forbeare 
:Thathatha Teare to lend bur give ir there. 
| Andherelyes one who when hee liv'd poſſe ſt 
jt ingroſt yerrue in his Catholique breaſt, 
Whom every Grace did court to be her ſphcre, 
nd every Muic had plaid her manſion there 
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Wnt) And fadly now unto thy facred-trefl 5"... 
HE Bringin cacheye a Teare,, each banda Verſe, | ] 
Hee was ['beleeve mee Rexaderfor 'tis rare ] 
One in whom all choiſe gifts implanted were 
hoſe maſculine Phraſe and Soveraigne Speech Was ſuch,” : 
#1y might ratke more but nor ſpeake ſo much, | # 
Whoſe eyery. ation had the noble end | 
O: to advance deſert or grace a friend« 
Hee was not gouty fingred who more free, 
More open handed to the poore than Hee 
It good works prove, that liv'd hence you may read 
The tad bur certaine cauſe "tis P 1 Nx 8 isdead 
Hee was to good to live z Beethis pride 
With him all ycrtue liv'd, wich bim alldied, 


